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iv The PREFACE. 


thus much by way of trifling, I come nom to 
the main End of a Preface. 


THAT is, I come to ſcrape a more in- 
timate Acquaintance with my Courteous 
Reader : I will not, according to Cuſtom, 
aſſure him, That I thought this Piece 
wholly unfit for the public View, nor will I 
tell him that the Importunity of my Friends 
forc'd it from me: no, no, 1 can ſafely 
affirm that norway that ever yet ſaw it, 
adus And that there 
h 45 ROGERS conducted Piece of 
Hera ‚ V 1ran/lation theſe 
many , ie humble Opinion of 
the ingen m. 


I CONFESS, when I publiſb'd w- 
Letter to Mr. Pope, in which I advi'd 
him to bruſh up the old-faſhion'd Greek 
Bard, and give him the Engliſh Air as 
well as Tongue; I was apprehenſive that my 
Counſel was come too late, and that the 
Gentleman had already gone through ſeve- 
ral Books, wherein he had kept to the Senſe 
of his Author, without modernizing him 
in the leaſt. This Fear of mine appear d 
ſoon after to be very well grounded; for 

Ihe 


The PREFACE. v 
the afore- mention d Poet has been ſo careful 
F doing juſtice to his Original, that he 

as nothing in his whole Poem that is not 


Homer's, but the Language. And I think 
one may [ay 7 his Tranſlation, as one mou d 
'J 


of 4 Copy by Titian of one of his own 
Pictures, That nothing can be better, but 
the Original. 


HOWEVER, ſince the Ingenious 
Tranſlator did not think fit to make uſe 
of my Quill, but went, bythe Tnſtio ation 
of the Muſes, to ;; I 
think my ſelf in Honourbouna"to [bew 
the World that my ‚ mas mot im- 
practicable, and would haus een entertain- 
ing. This is the true Occaſion of my put- 
ting forth this Specimen of my Art, and 
upon good Terms I may be prevail'd with to 
tranſlate the whole Iliad in the ſame manner. 


BEFORE my Reader and ] part, I 
muſt inform him that he will find but one 
Popiſh Saint in the firſt Book,. and he is 
Saint Antony of Padua; and that is the 
Chriſtian Name of Apollo, as all the 
Adepts have aſſur'd me. The reſt of the 
Heathen Gods are alſo ſainted in the Ro- 

A miſh 


V1 The PREFACE. 


miſh Calendar, but out of mere Complai- 
ſance to Father Homer, I have call'a 
them by their unſanitifyd Names, in my 


Poem. 


VALEAS. 
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In the firſt Book the Poet fangs © ** 

Prieſts Prayers, Plagues, and Wrath of Kings. 
$3 8% + $3 GODDESS! ſing Achilles? Choler, 


2 
1 * Which gave the Greeks moſt doleful _ 
32 0 225 | 


% lour 
1 And ſent to * Pluto many Souls, | 
* e N e Leaving their Fleſh to Dogs and Fowl. 


So did Great Jove, the King of Gods, 
Make Aggy, King of Men, at odds 
With Peleus Son, and make them roar 
And rant and raye * about a Whore, 


bo —_——— 


pluto is King of Purgatory» 
Aid sr. 
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BUT to what Saint are theſe beholden 
For ſetting both the Fools a ſcolding ? 10 
Why 'twas Antony, who with Aggy 
Was angry, and cry'd out, I'II plague ye, 
You King; d'ye think that *tis a Jeſt 
For to affront a ſingle Prieſt ? 
Hence a ſtrange Looſeneſs flew around, 
And:fwept the Camp, and foul'd the Ground. 


FOR Chryſes came down to the Water, 
On purpoſe to- redeem his * Daughter ; 
Of Crowns à Parcel very handſom 
He brought there for his Daughter's Ranſom 5 20 
Beſides ſome * Guineas with the * Scepter, 
He offer*d too to thoſe who kept her: 
And thus addreſſing all the Greeks, 
But firſt to Atreus Sons he ſpeaks. 


« O Atreus” Sons, and Greeks in Boots, 
« May you pull Troy up by the Roots ; 


tt 


St. Antorty of Padua. 
So he call'd his Whore, 
F ETtapd] , oy ly, 


* Xevorwo ard oxime 


i And 
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te And may you pillage Gaffer Priam, 
& And then return as ſafe as I am! 
“% Now dear King Aggy I adviſe ye 


& To let me have my Daughter Chryſy ; 
ce Ev'n take theſe Crowns and Guineas, do, 
ce Rey'rence the Saint, and let her go. 


'STRAIT all che Greeks approve the thing, 

But, Troth ! it did not pleaſe the King; 
Who full of Anger then diſmiſs'd, 
With moſt opprobrious Words, the Prieſt. 

“ THOU ſhayeling Prieſt, thou holy Drone, 
& Pack up thy Awls, and ſtrait be gone; 
& Make haſte, for if you longer tary, 
& I'll threſh thy Hide, by the Lord Harry. 40 
"Poſt think, thou old, thou doating Ninny, 
ce To bribe me with a Crown or Guinea? 
* No, no, I am not ſuch a Niſy, 
& As to let go my handſom Chryſy : 
“e I'll * keep her, Faith, I'll tell you that, 
& Till ſhe is grown as grey as Cat; 
* And when ſhe is not fit for ſinning, 


6e I'll make her ſpin and mend my Linen. 


— * — 


— 
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so get thee gone, and mind thy Calling, 
* And don't ſtand here and make a bauling.” 5e 


THIS ſaid, the Old Man grew afeard, 
Slunk down his Ears, and ſtrok d his Beard, 
And ſilent trotted* to the Shore, 
*Gainſt which the Waves do flouncing roar 3 
And there his Beads began to handle, 
And curs'd them all by Book and Candle 
Crying aloud to Saint Ant-ony, | 
« O Hone! © Hone! O Hone! O Hony! 
* O thou who often? ſhoot'ſt in Long- bow, 
Which is a ſilver and a ſtrong Bow 3 60 
& And if not better, quite as good 
& As the fam'd Bow of Robin Hood : 
& Thou who art Patron to our Pigs, 
& And each one who in Padua *ligs 3 
&« Hear me, O Saint, if &er I made you a 
& Prayer worth Antony of Padua, 
ce Ev'n give the Grecian Raſcals battel, 
ec And ſend a Murrain *mong their Cattel,” 


— 


 ToavgarioCor Ad oruge 
* Chryſes was an Iriſhman, 
3 Kaul, 6 45 ref. 

" Scotice, | 


r * 


el 
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A'S Chryſes ended had his Plaint, 
Down ruſh'd the great and angry Saint 
From out of 's Nich in ſide of Church, 
To aid his Prieſt left in the lurch: 
And as he fled, his Bows and Arrows, 
Noted for ſending from a- far Woes! 
Did on his angry Back fo rattle, 

As plainly did portend a Battle; 

And as a purblind-Owl * by Night, 
Juſt fo our Saint then took his flight 
To ſome ſmall diſtance from the River, 
Then cull'd an Arrow out of *s Quiyer, | $2 
And ſhot ; and Poets ſay the String ITT 

Did twang and ſound like any thing. 

Strait dy'd the Aſſes, Mules, and Dogs, 

And Murrain ſeiz'd upon their Hogs; 


70 


Audi eating then of murrain'd Bacon, 

The Murrain too the Men had taken. 

In nine days time (O horrid Story“) 

They'ad almoſt fill'd up Purgatory 

But on the tenth, Achilles, he 

Like Puppy-dog began to ſee; 90 


3 
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And call'd a Council then to know 
Which way they had to fteer or row, 
St, Funo, with her * Elbows white, 

Juſt then reſtor d him to his Sight 5 

* She being troubled to the heart, 

bi To ſee her Greeks ſo faſt depart. 

| Standing ſurrounded all with Greeks, 
Thus then the ſwift· foot Hero ſpeaks'; 


&© 0 AGGY, if we'd ſave our Lives, 


& Let us go back unto our Wives; 100 | 
& And tho they're bad, they're not ſo bad | 
cc As Sword and Peſtilence——I-gad. 

| 


ce But firſt let's know, now I think of it, 
ce Our Fortunes of ſome Witch or Prophet; 
ce 4 Some Dreamer rare, that is eſteem'd of, } 


& To tell us what we neyer dream'd of; 
ce What Saint is angry too, and why 


« The Pigs, and Mules, and Grecians die; 
dc And tell us how we are miſtaken, 
& And how we all may ſave our Bacon, 110 


„ AEUν,E, - Hen. 
3 Nuv & N muy x c 910. a 
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This 
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This ſaid Immediately a Witch 

Was whip amongſt them on a Switch, 
The ſame good Woman, Mother Shipton, 
The trueſt Witch the De'el e' er tript on 
Knew things paſt, preſent, and to come, 
And guided them to Ilium. 

Such Knowledg had the wither'd Hag, 
And ſtrait her Chin began to wag, 


« AS you command, my dear Achilles, 
ce I' tell you why the Mules and Fillies, 
« And Pigs are killd by St. Ant-ony 


<« But you mult ſwear, my pretty Honey, 


120 


You'll to your utmoſt ſtrength endeayour 
T' hinder my being flung in River: 

For I foreſee by Aggy's gloating, 

He'll ſet me like a Cork a floating, 
Aggy's a King, you know, and then 

A King is not like other Men ; 

Beſides he's deſp'rate full of Rancour, 

* Which lies in's breaſt like any Canker : 129 


« 
A 


— — ——— — — 


— 


Chalcas was an Hermaphrodite, and mention d by Ho- 
mer as Male; but the Mederns have known this Her- 
maphrodite rather as 4 Female, and have given it the 
Name of Shipton. 
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* Therefore, Achilles, tell me truly, 
« Will you protect, if he's unruly ? ” 


HER anſwer'd thus the ſwift-foot Hero; 
« Speak boldly what thou know'ſt, and i clear-o, 
« I ſwear by St. Ant-ony's Sleeve, 
& No Man ſhall hurt thee while I live; 
« Not one of all the Grecian Hoſt, oh N ey , 


"ITT | 


&« Not Aggy, tho he rules the Roaſt,” 


STRAIT the old Grandame * took up Courage, 

| And ſtoutly ſpoke, for one of her Age ; 140 
« *Tis not the want of Ave-maries, 

« Maſſes and Beads, and ſuch Vagaries ; 

© But *tis *cauſe Aggy made a Jeſt 

* Of our old Mumpſimus the Prieſt ; 

« *Cauſe he would not for Love nor Mony 

« Give to the Prieſt his deareſt Honey: 

« And *tis for this the Saint doth till give 

c Us Plagues, and *tis for this he will give; 

« Nor will he ſlack his heavy Fiſt, 

& Till we have fatisfy'd the Prieſt, 150 


. Ionice. 
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« And giv'n him back his black- ey d Whore 
t Sans Fee or BribeNay, what is more, 
« We many Penances muſt do, 

“ Bribe both the Saint and Fryar too.“ 


THUS ſpoke the Hag, and then up-roſe 
Aggy with Pepper in his Noſe ; 
All black within and full of Ire, 
His Eyes too ſparkled juſt like Fire: 
Looking askew upon the Witch, 


He cry'd, * Thou damn'd confounded Bitch, 


The worſt of Hags, whoſe ſole delight 
&« Is for to ſay things full of Spite, 

*And with your ugly hatchet Jaws 

« You now pretend to tell the cauſe 

e Of all our MiſchiefS.——Tis forſooth 


- ** Becauſe King Aggy hath Colt's Tooth, 


« And won't let pretty Chryſy go; 

4 And this is cauſe of all our Woe ! 

ce As for my old Wife Clytemneſtra, 

« She is not worth a Wad of Peaſe-Straw, 
& In Soul or Body, by what I ſee, 

& If once compar'd unto my Chryſy- 


15 


170 


3 
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hut if ſhe muſt go, and tis proper, 

Tho ſhe's ſo pretty, I'll not ſtop her; 

* I'd rather have my People ſafe, 

* Than to be plagu'd on my behalf; 

<« But then as ſoon as &er ſhe's fent, 

« I muſt have an Equivalent; 

For, Faith, twill be the hardeſt thing | 
* That I, who am of Greeks the King, 180 
« Should be alone in fatal Diſtreſs, . 

* And cruel want of black-ey'd Miſtreſs.” 


: T © him reply'd the ſwiſt-foot Hero, { 
_ X Thou curſed King, as bad as Nero, 

L * How can that thing be yet decided ? 

« There is no Prey now undivided ; 

& 1 Now 'tis divided, tis not fair 

To fling in hotchpotch each one's ſhare, 

« Then let her go, and don't regret her, 

« We'll get thee one that's ten times better, 190 
« As ſoon as e er we come to pillage 

« Old Gaffer Priam's Houſe and Village.” 


To him thus Aggy was replyant ; 
cc Altho thou'rt ſtout as any Giant, 


* 
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& Yet think not with thy ſham Pretences 

& To gull me out of all my Senſes ; 

ce You'd have me fit contented down 

* Without a Whore, while you haye one. 
But if the Greeks a Laſs will find, 

* In Chryſy's ſtead, unto my mind, 

I am content: but if they don't, 

© On you I ſhall reſent th' Affront, 
Or upon Ajax or Ulyſſes; _ 


% For, Troth, I'll have one of your Miſſes. - 


« And 'twon't be matter of much Laughter ; 
& But of this let us tall hereafter, 

Now go and bring a Boat with Oars, - 

& And put therein ſome choſen Rowers; 

« Put Chryſy too, our handſom Laſs, 

ce With holy Sacrifice, the M=—ſs 

"© Let Ajax and Uly/s* : Beſi-des 

« Pray who more fit than you Pelides 

c To be the Captain of the Veſſel, 

« T” appeaſe the Saint, and to redreſs Ill?“ 


THE Prince on Ag look'd * askew, 
And cry'd, “ How impudent are you! 


17 
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«© What Greek d'ye think for time to come 

« Will march at Beat of Azgy's Drum ? 

« I've nought t' object againſt King Priam, 
* More than I have *gainſt King of Siam; 
His Men ne'er ſtole my Cows or Horſes, 
& Nor &er with me took evil Courſes ; 

« Nor can he do me any barm, 

« For Woods and Bogs ſurround my Farm. 
« We follow'd thee to Troy, thou Loon, 
Jo pleaſe thy Brother — thou Baboon ! 
And now you proudly talk of tripping 
« Me of my precious Betty Pippin; 


220 


&« ? For yy 10m I've born much; *nay, the Town 


« Allows my Beſs to be my own. 
« With thee I ne'er have equal ſhare, 
% But in the bloody part of War. 


« Now:when Troy Town will be deſtroy'd, 


« My Hands will then be moſt employ'd ; 
4 But when we come to ſhare the Prey, 
« Thou with beſt part then runn'ſt away: 
& Then to my Ships with fighting weary, 
« With ſmalleſt ſhare contented ſteer I. 


0 — * 
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" 2*Ou S iu Eg agony, JN 400 Ius. 


* KY Ic . 


9 Q im a0 twoynon Y t gc yes *Ayaiay. 


"47 


4 There 


Hon ER Malwmaigd. 


e Therefore now, Aggy, to requite ye, 
« On board I'll go, and fo good-by bye: 
Im now deſpis d, but when I go, 
«You will do wondrous things, I trow.“ 


THUS reply'd 48). Go thy way, 


Wy I ſhall not want 
For Men or a Protecting Saint. | 


Thou art my Foe, and doſt delight 

* To wrangle, bully, quarrel, fight. - 

« * If thou art ſturdy, ſtrong, and ſtout, * 
c 2 *Twas Jove that made thee fuch a Lout. | 256 
Then get thee home, there rule thy Herd, 
& For of thee here no Soul's afeard, 1. 1 n 
ke. Nor of thy Wrath. I tell thee plain, ' rigs Lak 
«1 As Chryſy now is from- me ta en, 2 3 11 
« Whom now I fend away by ſhipping, ot 
« Juſt ſo I'll take thy Betty Pippin, * 
Thee to correct, and make each Bully 6 0 
To act henceforth. more dutifully.“ id: 1: * 


THIS ſaid, all griev d Achilles ſtood, BOP 
And look'd as if he had been Wood: _ 260 


i. 
tho. 
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With Doublet off, and * Breaſt all ** 
He long time was in ſtrange Quandary, 
Whether he out his Sword ſhould pull, 
And ſlit poor Agamemnon's Skull, 
Or ſhould put up his truſty Hanger, 

And not kill Aggy in his Anger. 


While from theſe Thoughts he could not ſwerye-a, 


Pop at his ſhoulder was Minerva ; 
Whom Juno, with her Elbows white, 
Had juſt ſent down to ſtop the Fight. 
She loy'd them both, of both had care, 
And took Achilles by the Hair: 
To him alone ſhe then appear'd, 
But at firſt ſight he was afeard : 
Vet after ſtaring much, he kenn' d her, 
And then his Eyes took fire like Titder, - 
And ſtrait theſe Words flew out of s Weazon 4 
« Pray Madam tell me what's the reaſon 
« Now of your coming Ist to ſee 
« Th' Affronts, that A2 puts on me? 
« But this Fll ſay and ſwear before ye, 
« Pl fend his Soul to Purgatory.” 


— trD-- £. A 2 + 5 * 
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TO this fine Speech, the * Owl-ey'd Maid 
Thus gravely anſwered and ſaid, 
ce If you'll obey, I'm come t aſſuage 
© King Aggy's Anger, and your Rage: 
* Juno the Goddeſs with white Elbow 
« Sent me, then pull not out your Bilbo; 
* * But rant you may, and ſcold and prate, 
“ Like any Whore at Billingſgate. 
& I tell ye then Don't cry for Betty, 


é You ſhall have one ? three times as pretty 


« As Betty is Then ceaſe this Riot, 
My dear Achilles, and be quiet. 


TO this he anſwered and ſaid, 
« The Gods in truth muſt be obey'd, 
«© Ev'n tho with Aggy I'm at odds; 
& For Gods hear him, who hears the Gods.” 
This ſaid, his Sword with Handle gilt 
He ſeiz d, and ſheath'd it to the Hilt. 
The green-ey'd Maid then took her flight, | 
And in a trice was out of fight, 


290 
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* But Pelid's Anger was not cold, 

And thus poor Aggy he did ſcold ; 
ch 6 Thou drunken Dogs- eyes, Heart of Stag, 
"Ons © Into the Field thou dar'ſt not wag, 
« To lead thy Men, or do things nobler, 
* That is to thee Death and the Cobler ; 
* Thou loy'ſ to ſtay at home, and pill 
et The Greeks who don't obey thy Will; 3110 
And, Faith, tis well each Greel's a Sot, 
* Thou Tyrant, elſe thou'dſt gone to pot: 
© But this 1']] tell tee. And, Garzoon, 
& Great Oath I'll ſwear By this Battoon, 
© That never will bear Leaf or Bud, | | 
& Or bloſſom like to Ms Rod, 1 
& + But is a dry, A very dead Staff, | | 
& $ Rinded and white like any Bed-ſtaff, 
& Which once it was, but now in hand 
ce It's borne, and made a ruling Wand: 320 
cc By this great Oath a time will be, 
** When all the Greeks ſhall wiſn for me; 


—_ * 


i 8 
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& When they are ſlain in heaps by Hector, 
* Thou' lt be but then a ſad Protector; rut. 1 
< Then thou ſhale grieye, look down, and ſaeak;  : 
“For uſing thus the ſtouteſt Greek.” 


. 
ö 


THIS fad Sowſe down upon the Strand 
He flung his golden · ſtudded Wand, 
And then himſelf ſat .croſs-legg'd down, 
When Agamemnon gan to frown, 
To them roſe Neſtor, that old Fellow, 
Whoſe words like any Pears were mellow; 
| Or if you'll have't as Poets ſung, 
| " Head ſtore of Honey on his Tongue. _ 
Nay more, head almoſt liv'd three Ages, 
Was well acquainted with the Sages : 
He having ſcratch'd his Head a while, 
Thus ſpoke the antient King of Pyle. 


. 


330 


— 


„ ALACK! alack! and well a day! 
« This is a happy Day for Troy : | $40 
« The Trojans now will laugh and ſing, 
ce And all the Bells in Troy will ring; 
& They'll broach their Pipes, and call the Rabble in, 
When thus they fee you Greeks a"ſquabbling. 


— — 
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« But hear me now 3 for, Faith and Troth, 
« I am much older than you bot; 
ec gtouter than you (for you're but Boys) 
« Have heard, and have obey'd my Voice. 
cc In times of old I knew ſuch Men, 
7 ce The like I ne'er ſhall know agen: 5 350 
* & * Such as St. George, who flew the Dragon, 
N « A monſtrous Beaſt that filbd a Waggon: 
« Qur Countryman Don Bellianit, | 
© & Whoſe Fleſh was hard as any Brawn is: 
ce Stout Valentine with's Brother Orſon, 
ec Th& one on foot, the other horſe on: 
« King Arthur too, the King of Britain, 
© The ſtouteſt King the Monks &er/ writ on: 
cc Brave Guy of Warwick who kill'd one Cow, 
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tc That was a furious and a Dun Cow: 260 
& Don Hickathrift ſo fam'd for Strength, | 
And Meg of Weſtminſter for Length ; toe 


« Tom Thumb a Man of muckle Might, 
“ Both for his Bigneſs and his Height. 
e Thoſe Folks were ſtout, nay very ſtout, 
« And oft put Monſters to the rout ; 


th. 


— __ 


| Oer Teertminre Atvarra, &c, See Homer's Cata- 
, logue of Heroes, 
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High theſe 1 oft did uſe to roam, 

* Whene'er fthey call'd me out from home; 
© I * then rous'd up my utmoſt Might, 

* No Mortal now with us could fight; 
They heard my Voice, and did obey, 

&* And fo do you, tis your beſt way. 


370 


4 KING Rob not him of his Reward ; 
And Pelid__You the King regard: 
< For ſhould with you King Aggy fight, 
« Aggy will get no Honour by't, 
What tho thou'rt ſtronger than Atrides, 
His Government than thine more wide is. 
“Then prithee, Aggy, ceaſe thine Ire, 
* Pl try to pacify the Squire, — £12: 280 
* Whom we in time may chance to lack, 82 
« pelid the Grecian, Bully-hack,” 


TO him King Aggy anſwer'd gravely, 
In troth, old Man, thou'ft ſpoken brayeiy ; 
« But this Spark is upon high Rope, 

« He'd be King, Emperor, and Pope, 
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« But, Faith, for all he's ſuch a Huffer, 

« It's what no Mortal &er will ſuffer ; 

« 2 *Cauſe Jove has made him ſtrong, therefore 

« * Muſt the great Lout turn Butter-Whore,” 390 


THEN interrupted him Achilly, 
And cry'd,. .< I ſhould be very ſilly, 
c Should I be governed by: thee ; 
cc“ But that (depend on't) ne'er ſhall be. 
« However, you may take the Whore, 
ce For, Faith, ſhe's no: worth fighting for: 
« But for my other little Sluts, 
« Tap thou but them, I'll tap thy Guts,” 


THUS about Punk theſe roaring Royſters 
Scolded like Whores that fell their Oyſters : 40 
And after much of this ſoft Greeting, 
They all roſe up, and broke the Meeting. 
Away jogg'd Pelid to his Tent, 
Wich him his Friend Patroclus went: 


— 


E wiv drgunthy ,,,! Sto AY Hoy es 

T' bye 61 ed oveidec uU onenut 

3 Toy d' dy & ji ii» N. B. Homer puts d for 
a1, and ig for eim; for "tis not to be ſuppoſed that the 
Ladys in his time were of the Neuter Gender, 
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But Aggy, he mann'd out a Barge, 
Twenty it held, it was ſo large 
In't he put Chryſy and Ulyſſes, 
And off they ſwam like any Fiſhes. 


THEN Aggy with all ſpeed begins 
To purge away the People's Sins ; 
Some waſh their Filth off in the Sea, 
Which made them clean as clean cou'd be. 
Many had Laſhes twelve a piece, 
And ſome for Penance walk'd * like Geeſe. 


Thoſe who to ſave their Feet wore Sandals, 


Offer*d the Saint a Pound of Candles ; 
Some Incenſe us'd, and Holy Water 


Some croſs d themfelyes..———— But what was patter, 
Some gave the Prieſt fat Hens and Cocks, and 


Bulls, Goats, and eke a hundred Oxen, 
While this they do, Aggy who is chief, 

Sits angry down, contriving miſchief ; 

But ftrait he calls to his two Porters, 

« Go get ye hence to Pelid's Quarters, 

« And fetch me hither Betty Pippin, 

6 That handſome Girl he has in keeping: 
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In Greece the Geeſe commonly walk barefoot. 
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* If he detains her, 1 by force 


Will fetch her, and that's ten times worſe.” 


THIS faid, away the Porters went, 
But very loth, to Pelid's Tent ; 
And found him fitting by his Shipping, 
Muſing upon his Betty Pippin. 
Ar ſight of them he hung adown 
His Head, and ſadly gan to frown. 
They grew afeard, and loſt their Speeches, 
And ſmelt moſt ſtrongly in their Breeches : 
» Which Pelid nos'd, then fell to greeting, 
And thus he ſpoil'd the ſilent Meeting. 


« YOUR. Servant, Gentlemen and Porters, 


« You're welcome unto Pelid's Quarters 3 
Come near, for of you I condemn none, 
« Pm only mad with Agamemnon, 


« Who ſends for Betty {an old Leacher) - 


« Prithee Patroclus go and fetch her: 
Before the Saints and ev'ry Mortal, 


« Befo the King, from whom I've bore tt all, 


<< Bear witneſs, when hereafter I am 
« Sent for to help him *gainſt King Priam; 


llc 
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ce For mad he is, and can't for's Blood 
cc Contriye to do the Grecians good. 450 


THIS faid, Patroclus brought out Betty, 
Th* aforeſaid handſom Wench and pretty; 
And as they led her o'er the Marſh, 

Ber Pippin ſeem'd to hang an arſe. 


BOT Pelid having loft his Punk, 

Cry'd like a Sot that's maudlin drunk; 
And roar'd and ray'd, and kept ſtrange pother, 
And thus complain'd he to his Mother. 


* SINCE Tm ſhort-liv'd (good Mother Thetis) 
& That Jove ſhould honour me, it meet is: 470 
&* I've loſt my Wench, then where's my Honour? 
« And Aggy too falls foul upon her.” ; 
This ſaid, he cry'd and roar'd like mad; 
His Mother fitting by his Dad, 
Smoking her Pipe- in Chimny-Corner, 
Prick'd up her ears, and heard the Mourner. 
Then gently roſe the good old Mother, 
Knock'd out her Pipe, and made a ſmother, 
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And lamely hobbl'd to the Threſhold, 

And there by Pelid's Hand took freſh hold, 
And ſaid, My Pely, why doſt cry? 
Tell me, my Pely, tell me why.“ 
Then ſighing, whining, groaning, ſaid he, 
& Ah! Mother, you know't all already: 

® We came to th' Parſon's Houſe at Thebes, 
& A Parſon rich in Girls and Glebes ; 

% We gutted both his Houſe and Barn, 

« His Pigs, his Geeſe, his Girls, his Corn; 


Wie ſwept them clean away together, 


And in our Boats we brought them hither : 

% And here before old Priam's Village 
Wie Greeks divided all the Pillage. 

„The two Atrides Chryſy choſe, 

« Whoſe bluſhing Cheeks were like a Roſe ; 


ut preſently her Dad came after 


« Our Army, to redeem his Daughter; 

« Of Crowns a Parcel very handſom 

« He brought there for his Daughter's Raniom, 
& Beſides ſome Guineas with the Scepter 

« He offer'd too to thoſe who kept her: 


* And thus he did each Greek invoke, 


« But firſt to Atreas Sons he ſpoke. 
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« Strait all the Greeks approy'd the thing, 

« But, Troth, it did not pleaſe the King; 

* Who full of Anger then diſmiſt, 

With moſt opprobrious Words, the Prieft, 
The Prieſt ſore vex d, pray d to a Saint, 

© The Saint too heard the Prieſt's Complaint z 
* On which he gave our Army battel, 

And ſent a Murrafn mong our Cattel: 

So that we could not ſet a Pot on 

& The Fire with Meat, but what was roten; 
Our Pork ſo bad was, tho 'rwas roaſted, 
In truth, *rwou'd ſtand us juſt in no ſtead; 
« 80 that by eating of bad * Vitals, | 
Our Men were daily put in Pit-holes. 

* At laſt a Witch, by help of Devil, 
Told us the Reaſon of our Evil. 

J was the firſt, who mov'd r appeaſe 
The Saint, and make the Plague to ceaſe, 
« But Aggy, quite with Paſſion fluſter'd, 

« Stood up, and threaten'd much and bluſter d. 
« Howe'er the Greeks ſent Chryſy home, 
« And now my Beſs ſupplies her room, 

« Now help your Son at this dead lift, 

And let me not be rurn'd adrift, 
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« If you have Intereſt with Jove, 

« Or did him any Good above. 

& I've heard you oft, as you ſat ſtitching: 

& My Father's Doublet in bis Kitehin, 530 
& Tell us what mighty things you've done 

c For Thund'ring Jove, old Saturn's Son; 

& How you deliver'd that ſame God 

from being whipt, and burnt the Rod; 


And how you him did once preſerve-a 


& From Juno, Neptune, and Minerva: 
& How you call'd up to Heav'n Zgeon, 
&« As big a Lout as one ſhould fee one; 
« Whoſe ghaſtly Phiz, and mighty Bulk, 
& Frightned the Gods, and made them skulk: 540 
% And thus by ſetting all a tripping, ; 
ce Tou fay'd poor Jove from dreadful Whipping. 
« * Mind him of this, and * take the God by *s 

® Knees, or ſomewhere about his : 

« Perſuade him for to help the Trojans, 

« To beat the Greeks back to their Lodgings. 

„ And when the Greets are ſlain, I wis, 


* They'll know what King our Aggy is; 
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ON this th'old Dame two Tears out let, 
Which at her Noſe's Summit met, 
And cry'd, * Why was t thou born, my Boy, 
& And bred to be deſtroy'd at Troy? 
& I wiſh you ſound and ſafe might ſit, 
ce But ſudden Fate will not permit: 
tt To be ſhort- liv d, and ſuffer Evil, 
ce Nay, both together is the Devil. 
& Why bred I thee} But ftrait I'll go, 
ce And tell our Jove of all thy Woe. 
“Mean time, Son, ſcold and uſe your Spite, 
6 But take good heed you do not fight. | 
cc Jove yeſterday with all his Followers, 
& Went down to ſup among the Colliers: 
“ When he returns, I will not mils it, 
ce For you to pay our Jove a Viſit z + 
ce I'm ſure on't that I ſhall not ſpeed ill, 
& For with him I'll collogue and wheedle.” 


THIS faid, away old Thetis jogged, 
And left her Son moſt woundy dogged, 


Honk Moderniz/d, 
« And Aggy too, when dead, will ſee 
« His horrid Fault of fighting me.” 


$50 


570 


Wich 


{ 
| 
| 


34 Hou ER Moderniz'd, 
With aking Heart, in mighty Fret, 

Upon th? account of loſing Bet; 

His Be, the Girl whoſe Waſte ſo lender 
Had fir'd our Pelid's Heart like Tinder. 


AND now Ulyſſes had brought home 
Fair Chryſy with the Hecatomb ; 
And when they had by failing cleyer 
Brought their great Barge quite up the River, 
They furl'd the Sails, and lower'd the Maſt, 
Caſt anchor too, and ty'd her faſt ; 
They diſembark'd, and very decent 
Brought to the Prieſt King Aggy's Preſent, 
Then Chryſy leapt upon the Strand, 
Ulyfes took her by the Hand, 
And led her to her Father Chryſes, 
Then made this Speech, which wondrous wiſe is. 


, « O Chryſes, Aggy King of Men 
* Hath fent your Daughter home agen; 


„ And with a Preſent, that beſpeaks 


« Your Int'reſt for us ſuff ring Greeks.” 590 
-T HIS ſaid, he gave the Prieſt his Daughter 3 
His Eyes for joy then ran with Water, 


* *EuC oro wireundss 


, oy — 


Hon Moderniz/4. 


And up he went unto the Altar, 
And ſtrait began to read his Pfalter. 


35 


HE AR we, O thou, who ſhootſt in Long · bow, 
Which is a ſilver and a ſtrong Bow; 
Thou who art Patron to our Pigs, 
ce And each one who in Padua ligs: 
& You us'd to hear me heretofore, | 
& And for me hurt the Greeks full fore 602 
© But now, O Saint, I've chang'd my mind, 
Then pray be to the Grecians kind.” 


THUS pray'd the Prieft, and ſtrait his Plaine 
Heard and approv'd was by the Saint. 
On this they went to Merry-making 3 
Some fell to Roaſting, ſome to Baking, 
Some fatted Sheep took from the Flocks, and 


Others knock d down and flay'd the Oxen ; 


> And out they cut fat Ribs and Haunches, 

On purpoſe for to ſtuff their Paunches, 610 
The Prieſt too, whilſt one Paſtys makes, 

Upon * cleft Wood broild Mutton- Stakes: 
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The Boys in Chimny-Corner ſit, 
Themſelves half roaſted, turn the Spit, 
Some eat Black-Puddings, ſome the Thighs \ 

* Chopt ſmall, to make them Chriſimas-Pyes, 

Some Vinegar us'd for Relief, | 

- And eat their ways through Alps of Beef. 

With Work and Meat thus tir d the Rout 

Sat down, and cuff'd the Cups about ; 620 
And leſt they ſhould be all too ſober, 

They fwill'd off Bumpers of October; 

And having thus well waſh'd their Tongues, 

They Ballads ſung, and Baudy Songs. 

Thus getting drunk, they left off roaring, 

And went to bed, and ſo to ſnoring. 

Next morning juſt at peep of Day 

They Anchors weigh'd, and fail'd away: 

The Saint too pleas d, ſent proſp'rous Gales 

To drive che Barge and fill the Sails; 630 
And ſuch a Froth they made by ſwimming, 

As would ſerve Neptune for a Trimming. 

Thus back they came to Trojan Land, 

And hawld their Bark upon the Sand: 
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And then each Greek in order went 
To's proper Ship, or proper Tent. 


BUT fwiſt-foot Pely-———he, poor Elf, 
In's Tent fat pouting by himſelf, 
And would not into Council come, 
Nor march at Beat of any Drum 
But fat and griey'd, and pin'd, and griaſh'd 


640 


His Teeth, and wiſh'd the Greeks well threſl d. 


B this time Jove, with all his Train, 
Was got ſafe home to *s Houſe again 
Thetis then mindful of her Son, 

Did ftraitways to Olympus run; 

And there ſhe found old Jove alone 

By *'s Door, aſleep upon a Stone. 
Juſt by him down ſhe ſits, and twitches 
Old Jove by s Beard and by his Breeches. 
And when ſhe'ad thorowly awoke him, 


The ſuppliant Thetis thus beſpoke him: 


4 O FATHER Jove if cer in need 
ce Pye aided you in Word or Deed, | 
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& Grant my Requeſt, and hear my Prayer, 

& And help my ſhort-liv'd Son and Heir. 

« Aggy the King has ta'en away 

« From him his Punk, which was his Prey: 

“ O then revenge my Pely's Piques, | 

& And let the Trojans beat the Greeks 3 660 
& O let them preſs the Grecians hard on, 
Until they beg my Pely's pardon.” | 


THUS ended Thetis had her Suit, 
And Fove like any Fiſh fat mute; 
But Thetis ſtill on Fove did hang, 

And thus went on with her Harangue: 


_ © Come tell me, Fove, without a Jeſt, 
Will you or not grant my Requeſt ? 


«© Don't fear, tell boldly out, my Fove, 
4% How ſmall my Intereſt is above.“ 670 


ON this, old Fove ſhrugg'd up one ſhoulder, 
And knit his Brows, and thus he told her: 
« *Twill be hard caſe, my Thetis, you know, 
ec If eer this thing be known to Juno; 
& For that damn'd Termagant of Wife 
& Will make me weary of my Life: 
c Wheneer ſne pulls her Lips aſunder, 
cc Her Voice is louder than my Thunder; 


c As 
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4 As for her Tongue, tis ſo affrightning, 
ce It's much more ſwift than is my Lightning, 
c Well! 
& And tell how I1 the Trojans aid. 
„ Then, Thetis, haſte away (my Dear) 
& Left Juno find that you've been here: 
& I nod our Bus'neſs ſhall be done, 
Ny Child, as ſure as any Gun : | 
« Whene'er I nod, then look upon +: 
ce Juſt as ſecure, as if I'd done it, 
* For you will find much of the God in 
cc This my grave foreright way of Nodding. 


J0 E having ended thus his Diſcourſe, 


Let her ſcold, and me upbraid, 
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Look'd wondrous wiſe with his * black Whiskers ; * 


Then gave a Nod-——and when he nodded, 
His Wig and Seat ſhook with the Godhead, 
Immediately old Goody Thetis 

Limp'd back to Sea-ſide, where her Seat is: 
Then all the Gods ſtood up and bow'd, 

And Jove walk'd ſtately through the Croud ; 
And in he went, and fat in's Hall, 

But poxt on't, Juno ſhe {mok'd all: 
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Brim- full ſhe could no longer hold, 
But thus ſhe gan at Jove to ſcold: 


« THOU damn'd old Fumbler without Teeth, 
* Who haſt thou no been talking with? 
« Your Secrets now I ne'er arrive at, 
6 You keep them ſo confounded private : 
« To me, I find, you no more ope 
* Your Mind, than you do to the Pope.” 


THUS anſwer'd Jove unto old Juno, 
h My Secrets all don't hope for to know; 
& They're hard, and tho you are my Wife, 
« You'll ne' er ſee through them for your Life ; 
« But what is fit, I ſay agen, 
« You ſhall know firſt of Gods or Men; 


< But what I would ſhould be in Fans 


Let not your . drive at. 


| THUS reply'd Faye, Foxe's old Doxy, 
Famous for having of an Ox-Eye: 


« Why how now Fove / thou teſty Blade, 
ce What pretty Speech ist now you ve made? 
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& I neer inquir'd of what you do, 

c Ey'n as you bake, for me, ſo brew. 

ce But ah! my Jove, my jealous Mind 

& Miſgives me that you've been too kind 

“To Thetis, that old Shrew of Shrews, 

« 2 Who ſilyer Lace wears on her Shoes 

Our Waterman's old wayward Daughter, 

That has a Houſe juſt by the Water. 

« Ah! Fove, juſt now by you ſhe fat, | 
* And caught you by 1 don't know what: 730 
“ Strange things you've promis'd for her Son, 

& And now the Greeks muſt be undone,” 


TO her then angry Fove aloud 
Spoke juſt like Thunder from a Cloud ; 
« What ſignifies your being jealous ? 
“ Suppoſe tis true now what you tell us: =— 
te Dye think I fear your taking ſnuff ? 
ce It pleaſes me, and that's enough. 
« Sit down and hold your Clack; for yon | 
« Hangs a rare Stool juſt o'er the Pond ; 740 
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© And all the Gods together cluck'd, 
& Shan't hinder you from being duck d. 


* 
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THIS Ducking frighted Juno truly, 
And made her Ox-Eyes alook but bluely : 
And down ſhe fat, and filent too; 
Lo! what a Ducking- Stool can do! 


"_ 
| 
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Vulcan, the lame Blackſmith of Temnos; 
Who having juſt got off from 's Breech, - 
Hammer'd out this moſt court-like Speech, 


« *TWILL be a thing inſufferable, 
c If Gods for Mortals ſhould thus ſquabble 3 
| „ Making a Rout, forſooth, and Riot, 
; c Spoiling our Mirth, our Drink, our Diet. 
| & Mother, altho you're wondrous wiſe, 
ce For once let Vulcan you adviſe ; 


Go ſooth old Jove, and ſtroke his Whiskers, 


wa he be wrathful in his Diſcourſe, 
| «© And us fo long by th' ears ſhould hold, 
. Till all the Beef and Pudding's cold; 
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The Gods all ſig d dut up to them roſe 
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& Or elſe till Pudding's burn e pot, 
ce Then Mother ftrike whilſt Iron's hot. 
& Tho you outdo him with your Tongue, 
“ Yet as he is, you're not ſo ſtrong; 
“ Had he but Will, he'd from your Cuſhion 
ee Shake you, and give you hearty Bruſhing. 
ce Go ſooth him, and he'll ' paſs his Fume o'er, 
&* Juve is a God of ſpecial Humour... 


THUS ſpoke the Lemnian Blackſmith, Vulcan, 
And out he fill'd of Beer a full Can, 
And gave't his Mother —-◻Ifter which, 
He made another court-like Speech: 
By it you'll find he long had pump'd for't, 
It is ſo full of Crumbs of Comfort. 


« BE patient, Mother, left your Jacket 
« Should be by Joe ſeverely thwacked: 
% No Help you'll have then from your Son, 
“J can but be a Looker-on , 
« For I would not for all the World 
« Be once again to Temnos hurP'd, 
„ Tho 1 ſought, Help, yer heretofore 

« By Jove.was 1 turn'd out of door, 
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ce And there I fell Lord! how 1 fell! 

c From top of Heaven quite down to Hell: 

& A whole long Day was I in falling, Wee 
« And then the Sintians took me ſprawling.” THe 


JUNO then laugh'd, and as ſhe laugh d, 
She took the Can, and off it quafft. 
O'er the right Thumb then Vulcan skinked, 
Till ey'ry God his Bumper drinked : 790 
„And when each God like any Tinker 
Had drank, they all laugh'd at their Skinker 
Who being crippled by his Fall, 
Did hobble ſtrangẽly round the Hall. 
1 And thus in Mirth and hum'rous Jollity 
; The Gods then ſpent the live- long Holiday 
p And there Diyerſion for adyancing, 
; They Muſick had and mighty Dancing: 
q Apollo too with wondrous _ 
1 Upon a Jews- Harp play'd his part: 
The Muſes Catches made and Songs, 
And Vulcan play d upon his Tongs. 
When Sun was ſet, each merry God 1 
Went home unto his own Abode 35 ; ; 4 
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Then Jove up to his Bed did creep, | 
And inſtantly fell faſt aſleep ; 
And juſt by him pigg d in old Juno, 
And what they did, nor 1 nor you know. os 
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